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A CLUSTER OF CLOWN'S SONGS 

The Red Rose married the mistletoe, 

And the bridal-wreath was a wreath of snow, 

And the bridal-veil was of white frost hoar, 

And the Red Rose bloomed no more, no more, no more. 

There was a lady loved a lord, 

And she was blithe and bonny, oh! 

But the fool was blind to his rich reward. 
Sing hey-nonny, nonny, oh! 

He sighed and wooed and wooed and sighed. 

If wit could be bought with money, oh ! 
But he tarried so long he lost his bride. 

Sing hey-nonny, nonny, oh ! 

Roses red and white, 

When they intertwine, 
That 's for true love's plight, 

Yours and mine. 

Roses white and red 

Make a garland brave 
For a bridal bed — 

Or a grave. 

She can fret me with a feather, 

Can enchant me with a rose, 
Charm my fancy altogether 

With the grace she only knows. 

In her wild bewitching way 

She can tease me out of sorrow, 

Make me her delight to-day — 
And forget me by to-morrow. 

Oh, bury me under the red-rose tree ! 
For life was a frolicsome thing to me, 
Without desire, without regret, 
And what I did with it I forget. 
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